THE RAPE OF LVCRECE. 

Nor {hall he Me at thee in fecret thought, 

Nor laugh with his companions at thy Rate, 

But thou (halt know thy intreft was not bought 
Bafely with gold, but Rolne from foorth thy gate. 

For me! am the miRreffe of my fate, 

And with my trefpaffe neuer will difpence, 

• T ill life to death acquit my forft offence. 

I will not poyfonthee with my attaint, 

Nor fold my fault in cleanly coin’d excufes, 

My fable ground offinne I will not paint, 

To hide the truth of this falfe nights abufes. 

My tongue fliall vtter all, mine eyes like (luces, 

As from a mountaine fpringthat feeds a dale, 

Shal gufh pure ftreams to purge my impure tale. 

By this lamenting Philomele had ended 
The well- tun’d warble o f her nightly forrow, 

And folemne night with (low fad gate defeended 
To ouglie Hell, when loe the bluihing morrow 
Lends lightto all faire eyes that light will borrow. 
Butcloudie Lv crece frames herfelte to fee, . 
And therefore Rill in night would cloiflred be. 

Rcuealing 




T 

THE RAPE OF LVCRECE 

Reuealing day through euery cranniefpies. 

And feems to point her out where (he lies weeping. 
To whom (bee fobbing fpeakes, 6 eye of eyes, (ping, 
y V hy pry’ll thou throgh my window' leaue thy pee- 
Mock with thy tickling beams, eies that are deeping* 
Brand not my forehead with thy percing light, 

For day hath nought to do what’s done by night. 

Thus cauils free with euerie thing free fees, 

True griefe is fond and tefre as a childc, 

Who wayward once, his mood with naught agrees, 
Old woes, not infant forrowes beare them milde, 
Continuance tames the one, the other wilde, 

Like an vnpra&ix’d fwimmer plunging Rill, 
With too much labour drowns for want of skill. 

So Rice deepe drenched in a Sea of care, 

Holds difputation with ech thing fliee vewes, 

And to her felfe all forrow doth compare, 

No obied but her paffions Rrength renewes : 

And as one fliiftes another Rraightinfewes, 

Somtime her griefe is dumbe and hath no words, 
Sometime tis mad and too much talke affords. 
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